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them. She didn't know what he had had to put up with. There
were things he couldn't tell her. He had trusted her, believed the
promise she had made to be faithful to him whatever happened.
But naturally he understood now that she had overestimated her
strength. A young girl shouldn't get mixed up with a fellow like
Jean de Mirbel. If she did, she ran the risk of being lost for ever,

"You're getting away from the point," insisted Michele, who
kept on mulishly returning to the subject of the Voyod woman.

Jean groaned:

"You don't understand. ..."

But I, sitting there alone, and more or less outside the arena, could
see clearly into both their minds. Michele was the victim of the
same sort of evil mood which used to afflict me, on their account,
when I was little more than a child. She could never have been sure
that she had loved this emaciated young man whom she scarcely
recognized, were it not for the fact that he had caused her so much
pain during the last few weeks. And he, indifferent to her jealousy,
was calling from the depths of his loneliness: "Take me as I am: I am
sick; I am only a boy; take me, look after me!" But she was deaf to
his appeal. She had become a woman, the kind of woman who can-
not see beyond the outrage done to the craving of her senses, a
woman practical and positive.

"I'm really very sorry for you," she said. "To hear you speak, one
would think you were an outlaw . . . you, Jean de Mirbel."

He could find no answer to that, or rather, he could not find the
only words which might have broken down her obstinacy. He was
amazed that she should speak to him of his birth and fortune.. , .
How could he make her see what was going on inside him? that he
was repudiating something, longing for something, and had no idea
what it was all about? . . * After a fairly long silence, he said:

"Tell me, Mich&le, why was it that I was always in trouble at
school, always being pointed at? Why did my brute of an uncle
want to break my spirit? ... As I said before, there are things you
know nothing about . .."

"What things?" she asked.

He shook his head: not, as I supposed, as a sign that he couldn't